CHAPTER VIII

WE left Shrewsbury amid some emotion, not, I like
to think, entirely one-sided. It was a bracing tonic
to read the welcome offered by the Eton College
Chronicle: it chronicled the appointment of a new
Vice-Provost and a new Head Master among the
promotions to the Shooting VIII and the winners of
some minor aquatic events, adding, " We congratu-
late these gentlemen on their appointment/' I
remembered with joy how Ronnie Knox had once
written a poem on die right method of greeting a new
Head Master, ending with the lines:

Greet him like Etonians without a single word,
Absolutely silent and indefinitely bored.

I remembered further how when the great Dr. Warre
paid his first visit after retirement to plant a cere-
monial tree, precisely one Etonian was present at the
function. I felt I was coming home.

I do not think that I ever expected to be quite as
happy at Eton as I had been at Shrewsbury, and, to
be honest, I do not think that I ever was. This is in
no sense the fault of Eton: its Head Master has to
be more official than elsewhere, and has less oppor-
tunity of direct contact with boys; in so large a
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